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Abstract
The deepening light of the setting sun, Scattered by bare branches on the hill top, Danced in
lingering, childish tardiness...
May, 1955 11 
Dave picked up an old copy of the "Handbook for Boys" 
and began thumbing through it. 
It must be kind of fun to be free to wander, to see the 
country, to pick your own place to live. But is there ever an 
end to the search for a room, a new job, new friends, and try-
ing to keep track of old friends? 
Dave looked up at the newspaper clippings of Boy Scout 
events on the wall, and thought of the time Bob had taught 
the minister's son how to strike a match, and the patience it 
had taken. He thought of Bob sitting on a street car some-
where, reading a book . . . E. E. Cummings . . . while the car 
rattled him to work. Or sitting in a forest service lookout, 
reading and sunning himself while time passed him by. Of 
days that had been — of some that might come. 
Dave stood up and grabbed his brother's skis. "I'll take 
them out to your car for you," he said. Without waiting for 
an answer he walked out into the cool Oregon mist. He no-
ticed that the street lights were already on in the half dark-
ness of the late afternoon as he slid the skis into Bob's red 
convertible. 
# # # 
On Skid Row, men stand waiting. If it rains they move 
inside. They have no place to go, no job to worry about to-
day, or tomorow, or the next day . . . They wait. Empty men, 
with empty faces. 
And you wonder why they're there. 
—David H. Leonard 
Winter Nightfall 
The deepening light of the setting sun, 
Scattered by bare branches on the hill top, 
Danced in lingering, childish tardiness 
On the white drifts, 
Till the stars called it home; 
And the evening coasted 
Down the snowy hillside 
To sleep in the dark woods below. 
—James Wickliff 
